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nerves? 

tell  you 


MOWS  ways  to  test 
nerves -all  illustrated. 
Instructive  and  amus- 
ing:! Try  them  on  your 
friends  see  if^ow  have 
healthy  nerves  yourself 
• •■Mail  order-blank  be- 
low with  fronts  from  2 
packs  of  Camels.  Free 
book  comes  postpaid. 


» AMI  1$  Nfvce 


CLIP  THIS  COUPON 

U6nA  dwT°baCCO 

lio-A,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

I enclose  fronts  from  2 packs  of  Tar 

Send  me  bof,k  of  nerv^ 

forint  Name! 


ame. 


Street. 


Offer  expires  Decembers!" 


Offer  expires  December  Vf 


CAME 


SMOKE  AS  MANY  AS  YOU  WANT 
...THEY  NEVER  GET  ON  YOUR  NERVES 


ARE 


YO 


Copyright,  1934,  11.  J.  Keynolds  Tobacco  Company 


Watch  out  for  the 

signs  of  jangled  nerves 


You’ve  noticed  other  people’s 
nervous  habits  — and  wondered 
probably  why  such  people  didn’t 
learn  to  control  themselves. 

But  have  you  ever  stopped  to 
thinkthatjw/,  too,  may  have  habits 
that  are  just  as  irritating  to  other 
people  as  those  of  the  key  juggler 
or  coin  jingler  are  to  you  ? 

And  more  important  than  that, 
those  habits  are  a sign  of  jangled 


nerves.  And  jangled  nerves  are 
the  signal  to  stop  and  check  up  on 
yourself. 

Get  enough  sleep  — fresh 
air— recreation  — and  watch 
your  smoking. 

Remember,  you  can  smoke 
as  many  Camels  as  you  want. 
Their  costlier  tobaccos  never 
jangle  the  nerves. 


COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  than  any 
other  popular  brand. 


I remember  I tried  so  very  hard 
to  please  your  every  whim 


The  love  so  new  I held  for  you 

In  memory  will  ne’er  be  dim 
But  you,  so  fair,  did  not  return 
this  love  of  mine  so  dear 
For  you  jilted  me  for  a drunken  spree 
from  all  reports  I hear 
Do  not  however  feel  sad  for  me 
as  I lie  down  on  my  bier 
For  tho  I tried  to  be  at  your  side 
I was  totally  insincere. 


, 1934 
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The  New  Deal 

As  the  senior  staff  dons  the  cap  and  gown 
with  greater  things  in  view,  the  juniors  robe 
themselves  with  the  jester  s uniform,  just  dis- 
carded by  the  former.  This  issue  may  not 
necessarily  be  the  last,  but  no  matter  what  is 
to  come,  we  offer  for  your  approval  the  first 
under  the  new  regime. 

This  cover  creation,  drawn  last  year  by  D. 
W.  Fentress,  was  used  previously  inside  the 
Burr,  but  since  it  has  been  requested  and  used 
as  a cover,  for  so  many  other  college  maga- 
zines, all  over  the  country,  we  feel  justified  in 
re-using  it. 

The  Burros. 


ARE  WE  RIGHT  WHEN  WE  SAY 

that  when  you  come  to  a New  York  hotel  whether  business 
or  pleasure  bent  for  a day,  a week,  a month  or  longer,  there 
are  certain  requirements  you  consider  essential,  certain  con- 
veniences you  have  every  reason  to  expect,  and  still  other 
features  that,  while  not  imperative,  do  add  immeasurably 
to  your  comfort.  We  pride  ourselves  on  the  fact  that  so 
many  people  always  return  to  the  Hotel  Times  Square. 
The  obvious  reason  is  that  our  service,  our  facilities  and  our 
location  meet  the  demands  of  a great  majority  of  visitors 
to  New  York. 

You  Will  Appreciate  the  Fact  That 

our  rooms  are  bright  and  airy,  our  beds  are  superlatively 
comfortable,  there  is  an  R.C.A.  radio  in  every  room  and 
reading  lamps,  full  length  mirrors  and  other  conveniences. 
Our  baths  are  immaculate. 

If  a Convenient  Location  Is  Important 

when  you  stay  here  you  are  within  a few  minutes  walk, 
not  taxi,  of  all  theatres,  Radio  city,  Madison  Square  Gar- 
den and  innumerable  restaurants  and  night  clubs,  all  trans- 
portation lines,  subway,  elevated,  surface  cars  and  buses 
are  but  a step  from  your  front  door.  Excellent  garage  fa- 
cilities are  immediately  adjacent,  and  your  car  will  be  called 
for  and  delivered. 

Your  Meals  While  You  Are  With  Us 

there  are  few  spots  in  New  York  that  are  more  thoroughly 
home-like  and  informal  than  our  new  Early  American  Grill 
and  Restaurant.  You  will  enjoy  excellent  meals  well  served 
at  most  reasonable  prices.  The  special  combination  break- 
fasts, luncheons  and  dinners  are  most  attractive. 

A Message  to  Managers 

we  invite  inquiries  from  managers  of  teams,  clubs  and  other 
groups  regarding  special  accommodations  and  rates. 

— RATES  — 

Daily:  From  $2.00  to  $3.00  Single;  $3.00  to  $4.00  Double 
None  Higher 

SPECIAL  WEEKLY  OR  MONTHLY  RATES 

All  Expense  Excursions 

Room  food  and  lots  of  outside  entertainment  for  the 

week-end,  or  any  two  days $ 5.50 

Or  for  any  three  days — a full  program  of  activity — 

day  or  night  $10.00 

When  writing  for  details  and  descriptive  circular  “C” 
please  mention  the  publication  you  are  reading 

• 

HOTEL  TIMES  SQUARE 

Under  Direction  Wm.  S.  Brown 

Times  Square,  New  York 
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Such  a perfect  scene  for  romance! 
It  was  a heavenly  night; 

The  moon  was  warm  and  golden, 
The  start  all  shining  white. 

H e was  a perfect  lover, 

He  held  her  in  his  arms; 

And  told  her  of  beauty, 

And  of  her  grace  and  of  her 
charms. 

He  said  his  love  was  like  a fire — 
A fire  that  could  ne’er  be 
quelched. 

He  said  that  then  he  wanted  her. 
And  then — the  fool — he  belched. 

— Tiger 

• 

STEP  ON  IT 

He — “Sir  Walter  Raleigh  let 
the  queen  walk  on  his  cloak,  but 
I will  do  more  than  for  you.  I 
will  lay  myself  down  in  the  mud 
for  you  to  step  upon.” 

She — “Your  sentiment  is  noble, 
but  do  you  mind  turning  your 
face  to  the  street,  you  rat?” 

— Exchange 

The  young  couple  had  just  re- 
turned from  their  honeymoon  and 
were  hard  at  work  arranging  the 
new  furniture. 

Hubby:  “There,  that  twin  bed 
looks  fine  over  in  the  corner. 
Now  1 11  see  if  I can  get  one  of  the 
neighbors  to  help  me  put  the  oth- 
er one  where  I want  it.” 

Youg  Wife:  “Why,  where  do 
you  want  it,  dear?” 

Hubby:  “In  the  attic.” 

— Exchange 

“Momma,  where  do  little  ba- 
bies come  from? 

“Such  a silly  question,  Junior. 
Run  and  ask  your  father.” 

A minute  or  so  later.  “Mom- 
ma, daddy  says  you  haven’t  told 
him  either — and  we’d  both  like 
to  know.” 

— Exchange 


Wise  Guy — “What  is  the  most 
deadly  fluid? 

Chemical  Student — "Potassium 
cyanide,  because  you're  dead  as 
soon  as  it  touches  you.” 

Wise  Guy — “Wrong;  embalm- 
ing fluid;  you're  dead  before  it 
touches  you. 

— Exchange 

Radio  stations  ought  to  start 
off  the  morning  broadcast  with: 
“Who  the  hell  left  the  radio  on 
all  night? 

— Exchange 

She— ‘T  m perfect.” 

He — 'I’m  practice. 

— Exchange 

“Hie.” 

“Hie.” 

"Don’t  talk  back  to  me! 

— Exchange 


Him — “Never  tell  a secret 
around  chairs.” 

She — “Why?  ” 

Him — “Because  chairs  are  tale- 
bearers. 

— Exchange 


She — “Oh,  look,  the  brides- 
maid. 

He — "My  gosh,  so  soon?” 

— Exchange 


RESURRECTION 

Bellhop  (after  guest  has  rung 

for  ten  minutes) “Did  you  ring. 

sir?  ’’ 

Guest — “Hello,  no;  1 was  tol- 
ling— I thought  you  were  dead. 

— Exchange 


Our  Advertisers 


Arbogast  & Bastian  Co. 

Bricker’s  Bread 
Leo  Brown 
Brown  and  Borhek 
Chesterfield  Cigarettes 
Colonial  Bowling  Alleys 
Crystal  Restaurant 
Dugan  Brothers 
Edgeworth  Tobacco 
Electric  Laundry 
Fenstermacher  & Rems  Co. 
Fountain  Cafe 
E.  H.  Gier 
Goodenough’s 
Bill  Hager 

Hauser  Chevrolet  Co. 

Hotel  Bethlehem 
Hotel  Times  Square 
Kemmerer  Paper  Co. 

Koch  Brothers 
Lehigh  Stationery  Co. 

Lehigh  University 
Life  Savers 

Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes 
McCaa  Studio 
Mowrer’s  Dairy 
New  Way  Laundry 
E.  O’Reilly  Co. 

Phillips  Music  Store 
Purity  Meat  Market 
Purol  Service  Station 
Sanders- Reinhardt  Co.,  Inc. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Tobacco 
Rau  & Arnold 
Reeves,  Parvin  & Co. 

Royal  Cleaners 

Sanitary  Fruit  Market 

M.  G.  Snyder 

Sun  Inn 

J.  A.  Trimble 

Ueata  Lunch 

Walbert  & Burlingame 

Warner  Motor  Company 

Wilbur  Trust  Company 

Wolbach  Candy  and  Tobacco  Co. 

Wren  House 

Young’s  Drug  Stores 
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S’prise! 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 


For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 

Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


J.  A.  TRIMBLE  CO. 


NEW  WAY  SYSTEM 
LAUNDRY 


Bethlehem’s  Best  Laundry 


Thirteenth  and  Union  Boulevard 
PHONE  70 


"Boy,  oh  boy!  That  was  some 
blond  with  you  last  night.  Where 
did  you  get  her?  ” 

“Dunno.  I just  opened  my  bill- 
fold and  there  she  was. 

— Punch  Bowl 


Waiter:  “What  will  you  two 
gentlemen  have?  ” 

1st:  “Paradise.’ 

2nd:  “Grape-Juice. 

1st:  “What? 

2nd:  “Grape-Juice.’’ 

1st:  “What's  the  matter,  are 

you  sick? 

2nd  “You  heard  me,  Grape 
Juice.’’ 

(Second  round) 

Waiter:  “You  wish  something 
else,  gentlemen?” 

1st:  “Another  Paradise.” 

2nd:  “’Nother  Grape-Juice.” 
1st:  “Good  Lord,  man.’ 

(Third  round)  ) 

Waiter:  “And  again,  gentle- 

men?” 

1st:  “Still  another  Paradire — a 
strong  one. 

2nd:  “Shtill  ’nother  Grape- 

7uishh,  strong  as  ’ell.” 

1st:  “Say,  what  kind  of  Grape- 
Juice  is  that? ’ 

2nd:  “Sh’gud  shtuff.” 

(Fourth  round) 

Waiter:  “Gentlemen?” 

2nd:  “Lishen  waiter,  ol’  boy, 

jush  wumore  Grape-J-Juicsh-h. 

1 st:  "Make  it  two.’’ 

— Voo  Doo 


Girls!  Girls! 

1st  She:  First  it  was  love — he 
ascinated  me  — and  I kissed 
him  . . . 

2nd  She:  Yeh,  I know  — and 
then  he  began  to  unfascinate  you 
— and  you  slapped  him. 

— Smith  College  Smutter 


'‘Come  Clean,  Deanie !” 

Prom! 


“Canst  PROMise  me  perchance 
That  thou’ll  PROMate  me  at  the 
dance, 

Be  PROMpt  when  I call  for  thee, 
And  not  exhibit  PHOMiscuity? 
We  ll  PROMenade  to  music  gay, 
In  PROMinence,  I’ll  say, 

If  thou  willst,  then  your  Tom 
Will  take  you  to  the  college 

PROM.” 

— Red  Cat 


FUEL  FACTS 

JEDDO-HIGHLAND 

Anthracite,  the  modern  fuel  for 
homes,  costs  a little  more  to  buy, 
costs  a great  deal  less  to  burn  — 
gives  safe,  sure,  steady,  economical 
heat. 

City  Coal  Company 

Phone  761 


Decorate  with 

FLOWERS 

For  your  HOUSE  DANCE 

Artistic  Floral  Decorations  of  all 
types  — Priced  to  meet  the  most 
limited  budget. 

— Also  — 

CORSAGES  and  BOUTONNIERES 

D.  M.  GOLDBERG 

Phone  2054-J 
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COMMODITY  EXCHANGE: 

Imported  Dates 


She  (after  a quarrel)  : “Leave  this  house.  1 never 
want  to  see  you  again.  Go  this  instant.’’ 

He:  “1  have  one  last  request  to  make  before  1 go. 

She  (sweetly,  oh  very  sweetly)  : “Well,  what  is 

it?” 

He  (brutally)  : “Before  I leave  forever,  would 

you  mind  getting  off  my  lap? 

— Dodo 


“ Come  back  to  bed  John.  You’ll  find  that  collar 
button  in  the  morning.” 

“Who  the  hell’s  looking  for  a collar-button?” 


“ See  that  girl  with  the  red  dress  on  over  there? 
“Yes;  I brought  her.  Why?  What  about  her? 
“Why — er — er,  nice  eyelashes,  don’t  you  think?” 

— Exchange 


Custom  Clothes 

®nm  lass 

BETHLEHEM 


Exclusively 

“SILVERBROOK” 

COAL 

PHONE  1700 

Artificial  Ice  Co. 

SECOND  and  NEW  STREETS 


METROPOLITAN  DYERS  and 
CLEANERS 

353  BROADWAY  PHONE  3452 

CLEANING  — DYEING  — PRESSING  — REPAIRING 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN  CO. 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 

U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


p ] 

Compliments  of 

Purity  Meat  Market 

] 

RAU  & ARNOLD 

YOUR  SUIT  IS  HERE  $25.00 

Regulars  — Shorts  — Stouts 

five 


MAY,  1934 


SERVING  LEHIGH  MEN 

Motel  JBetblebem 

New  Feature 

Enlarged  Tap  Room 
Sandwich  Bar  Dance  Floor 

MUSIC  BY  LATEST  INVENTION 

CARVE  YOUR  NAME 

CLASSES  OF  1934-1935 

W.  L.  WESSELS,  MGR.  DIRECTOR 


THIS  PROM  GIRL 
IS  LOOKING  PRETTY  SOBER 

EVIDENTLY 

SHE  HAS  NOT  SEEN 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


BUY  HER  A COPY 

NOW 

HOUSEPARTY  NUMBER 

ALL  NEWS  STANDS 


You  Nasty  Man! 

Two  Lehigh  youths,  in  quest  of 
love,  life,  and  libido,  journeyed 
forth  one  rainy  night  to  the  quean 
city  of  Allenstadt  to  entertain  a 
couple  of  that  fair  city’s  damsels. 
The  parents  of  the  girl  at  whose 
home  the  lads  were  to  disport  had 
gone  away  for  the  week.  Conse- 
quently, the  Lehigh  Lotharios  be- 
lieved themselves  in  for  a rather 
enjoyable  evening  with  two  girls 
and  a house  all  to  themselves.  The 
two  pleasure  seekers,  however, 
soon  realized  that  one  should  not 
calculate  his  poultry  prior  to  in- 
cubation, for  upon  their  arrival, 
they  discovered  that  the  grand- 
parents had  arrived  unexpectedly 
and  were  sound  asleep.  Being 
good  Lehigh  men  and  true,  our 
two  adventurers  disregarded  the 
ancestral  sleepers  and  proceeded, 
in  true  Lehigh  fashion  to  settle 
down  to  the  seriousness  of  the 
situation.  One  couple  was  soon 
ensconced  on  a studio  couch  in 
one  room,  and  the  other  couple 
on  a sofa  in  another  room.  The 
lights  were  dimmed — completely 


dimmed.  Then  began  discussions 
on  the  current  economic  situation 
which  soon  evolved  into  metaphy- 
sical disquisitions.  Suddenly  the 
door  of  the  bedroom  opened  and 
out  hopped  grandpa  to  see  a man 
about  a dog — pointer  or  setter, 
take  your  choice.  His  duty  done, 
grandpa  supposedly  returned  to 
the  lap  of  Morpheus.  Our  discus- 
sers continued  their  discussion,  but 
not  in  undisturbed  silence.  Their 
catechisms  were  constantly  being 
broken  up  by  the  sound  of  the 
big  bad  walker  in  the  rear.  True 
communion  was  impossible,  so  on 
went  the  lights.  The  fair  hostess 
decided  to  do  some  exploring  on 
her  own  hook,  so  she  stole  with 
stealthy  footsteps  down  the  hall. 

A silence then  a girlish  treble 

pierced  the  quiet.  ‘Quit  your  spy- 
ing, you  old  rascal  you!  and  our 
heroine  slammed  the  door  on  her 
old  grandpappy’s  face.  The  dis- 
cussion continued  undisturbed. 

Pst,  Pierre 

One  of  our  favorite  female  per- 
sonnages,  a charming  and  pulch- 
ritudinous Hunter  college  lass,  has 


related  the  tale  of  Pierre,  the  bar- 
fly. To  satisfy  the  censors  and  the 
Burr  readers,  we  have  expiated 
the  yarn  somewhat.  It  seems  that 
Pierre,  the  bar-fly,  was  busily  en- 
gaged in  intensifying  the  hue  of  his 
rum-blossom  one  night,  when  a 
friend  of  his  called  him  aside. 
“Say,  Piere,  said  the  bon  ami, 
“your  wife  is  cheating  you.  Pier- 
re remained  impassive,  but  the 
rum-blossom  took  on  a deep  pur- 
ple tone.  “Yep,  went  on  the 
very-pleasant-help  - in  - trouble,  I 
saw  her  out  with  another  guy  last 
nite.  Our  friend  Pierre  casually, 
almost  disinterestedly,  turned  to 
his  phil  anthropic  informer  and 
queried,  “Was  the  fellow  she  was 
with  a good-looking  guy?’’  The 
reply  was  in  the  affirmative.  "And 
did  he  have  curly  hair?  Again 
affirmative.  “Was  he  tall?’  The 
friend  said  yes.  “Oh,  disdain- 
fully replied  Pierre,  “ that’s  my 
brother.  It’s  O.  K.  That  guy  would 
go  out  with  a snake. 

Gubanatorial  Gambles 

Prize  embarrassing  moment: 
At  the  slot  machine  exhibition 
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which  Mayor  La  Guardia  of  New 
York  had  set  up  in  Radio  City  as 
part  of  his  campaign  against  pet- 
ty gambling,  the  official  party 
opened  the  exhibit  on  the  futility 
of  gambling  by  dropping  an  offi- 
cial nickel  into  one  of  the  despised 
slot  machines.  The  official  dignity 
was  badly  upset  when  a stream  of 
nickels  poured  forth  into  the  of- 
ficial hands. 

Traffic  Travail 

A bosom  friend  of  ours  found 
himself  recently  engaged  in  con- 
versation with  the  law.  The  occa- 
sion was  a bus  accident  in  which 
he  was  playing  the  role  of  inno- 
cent bystander.  As  they  stood 
talking  (this  all  happened  on  the 
State  Road  outside  of  Scotch 
Plains,  N.  J.)  and  waiting  for  the 
broken  glass  to  be  cleared  away 
so  that  the  bus  could  proceed  on 
its  way  to  Allentown,  an  automo- 
bile sped  into  view.  It  was  ob- 
viously breaking  all  speed  rules, 
and  its  one  head  light  illuminated 
the  road  but  fitfully.  Our  friend 
immediately  felt  much  better.  He 
had  always  wanted  to  be  on  the 
dealing-out  end  of  a traffic  tick- 
et, having  been  much  afflicted  by 
them  when  he  was  driving.  He 
looked  around  hopefully  at  the 
officer,  but  the  Law  didn’t  have 
the  predatory  look  in  his  eye 
which  is  always  associated  with 
ticket-giving.  ‘‘Aren’t,  our  friend 
queried,  “you  going  to  arrest 


him?  The  policeman  looked  for- 
lornly at  the  ground.  “It  ain’t  no 
use,  he  confessed  shamefacedly. 

I take  out  my  whistle,  and  I blow 
and  I blow,  but  nobody  stops.  It’s 
a dog’s  life.  Which  leads  us  to 
remark  that  the  next  cop  that 
stops  you  probably  won’t  be  en- 
joying the  bawling  out  as  much  as 
he  seems  to  be.  He’ll  probably  be 
thinking  about  the  one  guy  that 
got  away. 

Comes  the  ReVtffution 

Union  Square,  home  of  red  rad- 
icalism and  class  struggle,  is  also 
the  scene  of  some  of  the  best  un- 
conscious humor  in  the  form  of 
heckling  which  we  have  been 
privileged  to  witness.  We  hap- 
pened to  be  down  there  at  the 
time  of  the  farmer’s  strike  in  the 
North  West.  One  excited  gent  was 
haranguing  the  crowd  about  cap- 
italism in  general  and  about  the 
farmers  in  particular.  “What  the 
milk  farmers  and  dairy  men  up 
there,’’  he  concluded  “are  not 
making  enough  to  exist  on.  The 
price  of  milk  is  so  low  that  it 
doesn’t  pay  to  ship  it  to  market. 
They  couldn  t even  pay  the  freight 
on  it.  And  while  the  capitalists 
are  growing  fat  on  this  man’s 
sweat,  his  family  is  starving.  All 
he  can  give  to  his  children  is  a 
crust  of  bread  and  a drink  of 
water.  For  months  now,  they  have 
been  living  ondry  bread  and  wa- 
ter, while  the  sale  price  of  milk 
is  so  low  that  he  can’t  make  a 
cent.  Here  he  was  interrupted 
by  a quiet  looking  man  who  stood 
on  the  edges  of  the  crowd  that 
had  gathered.  “Why,”  the  man 
wanted  to  know,  “don’t  they  give 
the  milk  to  their  children?’’  This 
ended  the  meeting. 

Charivaria 

Being  the  dutiful  son,  we  went 
home  one  week-end  to  attend  a 
dance  collected  together  by  one 
of  the  numerous  benevolent  or- 


ganizations, the  solicitations  from 
which  our  parental  sponsors  are 
still  able  to  accept  with  the  suit- 
able remittance.  We  noticed  a 
pair  of  eyes  peering  at  us  from  the 
top  of  a familiar  female  figure. 
Not  being  of  the  timid  souls  we 
dared  to  approach  the  wearer  of 
the  curious  orbs  and  inquired  with 
regard  to  the  possibility  of  a 
dance.  It  soon  developed  that  our 
partner,  an  old  grammar  school 
chum,  turned  the  conversation  to 
that  unexplored  region  known  as 
literature,  quite  obviously  in  an 
attempt  to  impress  us.  We  were, 
or  so  it  seemed,  woefully  defiicient 
and  sadly  alack.  After  the  men- 
tioning of  several  works  and  even 
going  so  far  as  to  quote  from 
them,  the  lass  in  question  pro- 
ceeded, perhaps  with  some  justi- 
fication, to  chide  us  severely  for 
our  lack  of  knowledge  of  the  finer 
things  of  life.  Finally  we  dared, 
"What  do  you  think  of 
Nietzsche?  Our  literature  lover 
looked  at  us  rather  incredulously. 

“Nietzsche!  Nietzsche?  I never 
heard  of  it.  Tell  me.  Who  wrote 
it.” 
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REMORSE 

I said  with  me  she’d  made  a hit — 
Very  well. 

Perhaps  1 was  a trifle  lit — 

Very  well. 

I whispered  that  she  was  divine, 
She  let  me  hold  her  hand  in  mine, 
In  short — I handed  out  my  line 
Very  well. 


I whispered  softly  in  her  ear — 
Very  well. 

Twas,  how  appropriately,  dear — 
Very  well. 

I drew  her  closely  to  my  breast. 
While  she  not  daring  to  protest 
Cleaned  out  the  pockets  of  my  vest 
Very  well. 


— Exchange 


• 

You  have,  of  course,  found  yourself  at  one  time 
or  another  when  you  had  made  two  engagements 
for  the  same  occasion  with  the  intention  of  keeping 
one,  which  would  be  the  result  of  your  choice  after 
further  observation  and  greater  thought  on  the  mat- 
ter. What  we  would  consider  putting  one’s  self  on 
the  well-known  spot  is  the  case  of  the  student  who 
did  just  that  in  regard  to  the  contemporary  house- 
party  but  hied  himself  away  for  some  real  concen- 
tration when  he  discovered  to  his  great  annoyance 
that  the  sister  of  one  of  his  prospective  dates  and 
the  cousin  of  the  other  victim  were  both  to  be  at  the 
affair  and  would  inadvertantly  check  up  on  any  ex- 
cuse he  might  give  to  the  second  choice. 


This  is  a boni  fide  story  from  one  of  our  mid- 
western  all-girls  colleges. 

One  of  the  ladies  on  the  faculty  of  this  female 
institution  was  about  to  take  a bath,  when,  looking 
out  of  the  window,  she  saw  the  iceman  coming  up 
the  street  and  suddenly  remembered  that  she  had 
forgotten  to  hang  out  of  the  window  the  card  which 
indicated  that  she  wanted  ice.  With  no  one  else  in 
the  house  she  rushed  down  stairs,  au  naturelle, 
hung  the  sign  out  of  the  kitchen  window,  and  started 
for  the  stairs  when  she  heard  a man’s  footsteps  in 
the  next  room.  She  hastily  ducked  into  the  hall  clos- 
et, waiting  for  the  departure  of  whom  she  thought 
was  the  iceman.  However,  the  footsteps  approached 
the  closet,  and  who  should  open  the  door  but  the 
gas  man,  come  to  read  the  meter.  Being  a polite  in- 
dividual, he  took  one  full  look  and  said, 

“Oh,  pardon  me. 

The  lady,  not  to  be  outdone,  but  nonetheless 
flustered,  murmured,  “Oh,  that's  all  right,  I was 
only  waiting  for  the  iceman. 


“Sadist!” 
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AUTOMATIC  CIRCUIT  BREAKER 

(A  service  to  those  who  m’ght  otherwise  find  themselves  embarrassed) 


May 

Greta 

Dear  Gladys 
Jeanette 


Over  joyed 
terrible  sorry 
awful  damn  sore 
desole 


unable  to 

for  I will  (not)  be  incapable  of 
able  to 


have 

having  you  here  for  the 


Spring  Houseparty 
Interfraternity  Ball  as  I am 
Fall  Houseparty 


broke. 

stuck  with  another  date, 
going  to  study. 

afraid  you  might  not  enjoy  it. 


dismayed 

However  be  not  discouraged 
disillusioned 


my 


love, 
dear, 
only  one, 


I still  think  that  you’re  (not) 


the  only  gal  in  the  world  for  me. 

the  most  beautiful  creature  on  earth.  . . . sincerest 

, . . Again  expressing  my 

the  best  dancer.  worst 

the  nuts. 


regrets 

ecstacy 

devotion 


1 shall  Cl°je  it  all. 
end 


Devotedly 

Ever  thine 

Passionately 

Well  Good-bye,  now 


(Sign  here,  if  you  can  write) 
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- — Courtesy  of  Esquire 

“Hey,  chief,  y’know  that  honor  slayer  u)e  got  down  here? 

Well,  she  just  shot  the  captain!” 


HOUSE  PARTY 
ADVENTURE 


Another  houseparty  has  rolled  around  and  one 
finds  Tom  and  Jerry,  roommates,  on  the  brink  of 
an  adventure.  Tom  was  the  smooth  individual  of 
the  duet  and  Jerry  was  the  serious  minded  gent  who 
hated  to  miss  a class,  regularly  fell  in  love  with  the 
only  gal  in  the  world,  and  was  just  as  frequently  ex- 
tricated from  his  hallucinations  by  loyal,  tho’  not 
very  steady,  Tom,  who  thought  it  his  solemn  duty 
to  protect  the  roommate  from  the  wiles  of  feminin- 
ity. The  morning  of  the  prom  (on  Friday  Nite), 
searches  about  to  find  the  most  touching  scene  lo- 
cated in  the  room  shared  by  this  pair  of  young- 
bloods-sons-of-old-Lehigh.  Tom  is  in  the  act  of  vain- 
ly trying  to  convince  the  lover  that  women  should 
be  (but  are  not)  “the  good  ginger  ale  that  is  mixed 
with  the  rank  liquor  and  contributes  no  part  to  the 
hangover  thereof.’ 

“You’re  all  wrong  this  time  Tom,  she  is  differ- 
ent from  all  the  others.  I mean  it  this  time. 

“Don’t  be  dumb.  She’s  a woman,  isn’t  she?  There- 
fore and  consequently  she  is  not  deserving  of  the 
serious  thought  of  your  over-worked  grey  matter.’’ 
"But  I tell  you  she’s  no  ordinary  woman.  And  I 
love  her.” 

“You  do  this  so  often,  her  becoming  the  salt  in 
your  ice  cream  only  makes  her  odinary.  Besides  the 
only  difference  between  women  is  the  manner  in 
which  they  hook  you. 

"I'm  going  to  marry  her  and  for  God’s  sake  don  t 
ruin  my  chances  when  she  gets  here  today.  Now  I 
know  that  you  have  done  it  before  and  1 was  glad, 
but  this  is  different.  If  you're  my  pal  you’ll  promise 
to  be  the  best  man  in  June.’ 

“What?  Me  be  the  star  witness  and  the  District 
Attorney  in  a life  sentence?  Not  a possibility.  Listen, 
if  I can  prove  to  you  that  dame  is  no  dif  from  the 
usual  stuff  will  you  give  it  up  for  golf?" 

"Won’t  bother  to  consider  it.  She  is  the  sweetest 
(snicker  from  Tom),  most  innocent  (more  of  same), 
girl  in  the  world,  — and  beautiful.  O hell,  she 
wouldn  t give  you  a tumble  anyway.  All  women  are 
not  of  necessity  as  low  as  the  type  you  are  inclined 
to  make." 


Izzatso?  Well  if  I go  out  with  this  nite-mare  of 
yours  after  the  prom  tonite  and  prove  my  conten- 
tion, will  it  change  your  mind?” 

“Don’t  be  silly;  your  plan  is  hopeless.” 

“Don’t  h orse  around,  would  it?" 

"If  you  can  get  to  first  base  with  her  I won’t  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  fool.  Anything  that  would 
fall  for  your  petty  advancements  would  of  a cer- 
tainty disgust  me.  That,  dear  friend,  is  the  very 
least  of  my  mental  indisposition.  Right  now  my 
eight  o clock  requires  immediate  attention.  I’m  not 
worried.’’ 

“O.  K.  See  you  when  her  train  arrives.’ 

* * * 

It  so  happens  that  Jerry  cannot  slight  his  P.  M. 
lab.  Tom  awaits  the  train  without  the  boy  who  is 
making  good.  Thinking  only  of  the  hour  study  he 
may  possibly  have  to  indulge  in  for  an  Advanced 
Eco  quiz  to  take  event  the  next  Wednesday  he  is 
awakened  from  his  unpleasant  reverie  by  a beau- 
tiful creature  and  an  appropriate  vocal  accompan- 
iment. 

"Hello.  You  must  be  that  Tom  of  whom  Jerry 
has  spoken  with  almost  reverence  and  damnation.  I 
have  been  expecting  your  campaign  to  begin  any  day 
and  have,  to  be  sure,  looked  forward  to  it.  When 
do  we  begin? 

¥ * * 

Saturday  morn  the  Jerry  anxiously  paces  the  floor, 
refusing  to  attend  his  eight  o’clock  ( an  unthought  of 
sacrilege  in  his  case)  for  Tom  has  not  returned. 

“Hey  Jerry,  telegram.  ’ 

Wonderingly  he  opened  it,  glanced  at  the  con- 
tents, placed  same  in  his  pocket  and  hurried  out, 
concerned  only  about  getting  to  that  class  in  ques- 
tion. The  telegram  read: 

JERRY:  SHE  HAS  SOMETHING;  WE  WERE 
MARRIED  TEN  MINUTES  AGO.  TOM. 
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FAMOUS  GOLFERS 

Walter  Raleigh,  who  was  forever  in  the  ruff. 

Sir  Galahad,  who  won  the  Grail  Cup. 

Magellan,  who  went  around  in  1591. 

Samson,  who  couldn  t break  away  from  the  links. 
Gen.  Putnam,  who  beat  Howe  out  at  the  Bunker. 
Sam  Adams,  who  staged  the  Boston  tee  party. 
Brutus,  who  made  a whole  in  one.  (This  record  has 
been  tied  by  several  senators.) 


"Hey  frosh,  is  Snoop  or  Lug  around?” 

"No.  Snoop  has  an  hydraulics  lab  this  afternoon; 
he  usually  gets  thru  at  3:45  but  today  he  has  to 
copy  last  week’s  report  and  should  be  here  at  4:01. 
The  road  thru  the  campus  is  a bit  wet,  for  which 
reason  he  may  be  a few  moments  behind  his  sched- 
ule. He,  however,  left  a message  to  the  effect  that 
you  were  not  to  wait  for  him  but  to  meet  him  at 
2011  South  East  Melbourne  Street  at  4:19.  I have 
not  seen  Lug  since  last  fall  when  he  was  wearing  a 
grey,  Leo  Brown  sport  suit,  brown  and  white  striped 
tie  and  white  shirt.  He  was  going  to  a Burr  meeting 
with  an  encyclopedia  in  one  hand  and  a dictionary 
in  the  other.  He  left  no  message. 


“THAT  WAS  NO  WOMAN  — ” 


• 

At  the  humble  abode  of  the  Sigmanu  shanty  the 
other  nite  the  inmates  were  heatedly  discussing 
whether  or  not  one  of  the  gents  had  really  studied 
during  the  afternoon.  As  would  be  expected  the  ne- 
gation was  easily  outdistancing  those  who  claimed 
that  the  event  actually  took  place  when  one  of  the 
latter  won  the  day  with  the  following:  1 know  for 
certain  he  was  studying  because  when  1 shook  him 
as  hard  as  l could  he  didn’t  even  wake  up. 


"Hello  joe,  howsa  boy?  Have  I got  one  on  you? 
Just  ask  me?  And  wait  till  the  gents  hear  about  this. 

0 joy  — and  wotta  time!  Some  woman  that  gal  of 
yours.  The  one  who  wears  your  pin,  came  to  house- 
party  and  even  has  you  signed  up  for  matrimony. 

1 saw  you  last  nite.  It  burned  me  up  just  watching. 
Were  you  showing  her  affection!  My  kingdom  would 
readily  have  been  traded  for  a camera.  How  do 
you  do  it?  Sucha  position!  Wotta  story!" 

Haw-haw,  the  joke  is  on  you,  wise  guy,  1 was 
out  of  town  last  nite." 


First  Frater:  Have  you  got  any  food? 

Second  so-and-so:  Yeah,  on  the  desk,  help  your- 
self. 

First  again:  Not  just  now  thanks,  1 am  just  mak- 
ing arrangements  for  a little  later  in  the  day. 

• 

A character  late  of  Batavia 
Was  noted  for  odd-like  behavia 
Who  saw  him  could  see 
How  well  he  might  be 
A student  of  local  Moravia. 


Jills  may  come  and  jills  may  go 
And  what  lies  in  their  wake? 

Shattered  hopes  and  plastered 
dopes 

And  buzzards  on  the  make. 

Phi  Gamm  (appearing  with  date  at  hotel  for 
dancing) — "Is  this  a respectable  place?" 

H ead  Waiter "Yes,  but  come  in  anyhow." 
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Chi  Psi’s  and  their  escorts  at  Houseparty 


NEWS  ITEM:  During  the  past  weekend,  of  May 
fourth,  fifth,  and  so  forth  the  Chi  Psi  s entertained 
at  their  hunting  lodge  in  the  wilds  of  the  Lehigh 
Valley  and  believe  me  the  game  was  plentiful.  Some 
of  the  guests  were  Mitzi  Mayfair,  of  Hollywood,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Mae  West  of  New  York,  the  former  being 
a member  of  the  active  group  of  lodgers  and  in  his 
sophomore  year,  Baby  LeRoy,  of  Emaus,  and  Nose 
Durante  of  Brooklyn.  (No,  Susie  Glotz  was  not 
present.)  It  behooveth  the  reporter  to  stray  from 
the  usual  account  of  such  an  affair  to  call  your  at- 
tention to  the  dinner  clothes  of  the  group.  If  you 
are  at  all  acquainted  with  the  appearance  of  the 


bunch  you  will  readily  recognize  the  sartorial  per- 
fection of  such  outstanding  individuals  as  Hub  Ban- 
ner and  Carl  P.  Beaters.  Incidentally  the  formal 
clothes  for  the  occasion  were  secured  thru  the  cour- 
tesy of  Subkow  and  Co.,  of  Bethlehem.  The  purpose 
of  the  shooting  irons  was  to  repulse  an  anticipated 
grudge  attack  (an  old  fued)  by  the  bellicose  and 
rowdyish  Sigmanus.  Apparently  all  went  smoothly 
for  the  latter  found  their  own  entertainment  far  too 
absorbing  and  to  all  appearances  did  not  leave  their 
own  premises  over  the  week-end.  According  to  the 
latest  associated  press  reports  a ripping  good  time 
was  had  by  all. 


Half  a Man 

Bryn  Mawr  is  a great  college  for 
statistics.  Even  when  the  truth 
hurts  they  stick  to  the  cold  fig- 
ures. As  testimony  we  quote  the 
old  but  veracious  story  about  the 
administrative  head  who  was  at- 
tempting to  convince  the  gals  in 
a chapel  speech  that  Bryn  Mawr 
wasn’t  such  a blue-stocking  insti- 
tution as  it  was  generally  consid- 
ered. Eight  and  six-tenths  of  our 
alumnae  get  married,  she  stated, 
“and  nine  and  six-tenths  have 
children. 

— Bryn  Mawr  Belcher 


9 

Thir! 

One  of  the  instructors  in  Fresh- 
man English  makes  a practice  of 
handing  back  themes  and  other 
papers  personally  to  each  mem- 
ber of  the  class.  The  other  day  he 
returned  a paper  to  one  freshman 
with  the  comment:  “On  the 

whole,  this  is  rather  pithy.’’  The 
freshman  replied:  “Yeth,  thir, 

and  for  some  odd  reason  was 
kicked  out  of  the  class. 

— Tiger 

@ 


ODE  TO  SPRING 

At  last,  at  last,  sweet  spring  is 
here 

With  water  running  in  the  rills. 
But  if  this  goddam  rain  don’t 

cease 

Lehigh’s  sons  will  soon  sprout 
gills. 

Nudists’  exhibitionism 
Is  crudest  expressionism. 
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REVIEW 

OF 


REVIEW 


Walt  Whitman,  probably  America’s  greatest  poet  has  been  called  the  father  of  modern  poetry.  It 
has,  indeed,  been  said  that  modern  poetry  is  “Walt  Whitman  plus  a little  watering.”  When  we  read  the 
writings  of  such  exponents  of  the  vers  libre  as  Sandburg  and  Kreymborg,  we  recognize  the  excellence 
of  their  verse  and  do  not  object  to  the  watering.  But  when  a veritable  deluge  turns  Leaves  of  Grass  into 
a swamp  of  stinkweeds  we  object.  After  seeing  what  has  passed  for  modern  verse  in  our  respected  pub- 
lication, the  Copperhead,  we  bow  our  heads  (hardly  in  reverence).  Just  to  see  if  it  is  possible  to  write 
anything  worse  than  the  “poetry”  to  which  we  have  referred  appearing  in  the  magazine  “devoted  to 
the  interests  of  Lehigh”  we  offer  this  page  of  verse.  If  the  bits  of  writing  on  this  page  are  deemed  bad 
enough,  perhaps  the  periodical  alluded  to  above  will  use  them  in  their  next  issue. 


VERY  MUCH  AT  RANDOM 

The  other  A.  M. 

A gee 

What  I knows 
Comes  up  to  me 
And  says 
Nuts ! 

Yet  he  was 
The  same  guy 
What  used  to  say 
Nerts! 

I wonder 
If  the  college 
Was  to  blame? 

• 

FROM  THE  PIG-LATIN 

Here  beneath  the  trees 
Attired  in  B.  V.  D.  s 
Said  I to  Omar  Khayyam 
“Cheez  I’m  a swell  guy,  I am.” 

So  underneath  a limb 
I sprawled  with  a bim 
And  read  the  Saturday  Evening 
Post. 


ETUDE 

Poetic  license 
Youse  is  a vice  since 
The  dear  Review 
Has  been  maltreating  you. 

But  bear  up  under  the  strain 
Perhaps  they’ll  print  poetry  again. 


ABSTRACTION 

Theodosia  is  a swell  girl 
Her  mother  can  make 
Swell  mashed 
Potatoes  .... 
Meanwhile, 

I 

Went  out  and 
Leaned  against 
The  Swanee 
River. 


YOU’VE  LAMMED  IT 

You  are  gone  from  me — 

Have  taken  it  on  the  lam  . . . 
Vamoosed  . . . 

Scrammed  . . . 

Beat  it  . . . 

Took  runout  powders  . . . 

Took  French  Leave  . . . 

Left  — 

While  I, 

Heart-broken, 

Act  like 
Popeye, 

Eat  spinach 
To  gain  enough 
Strength  " 

To  say: 

“SO  LONG,  KEED.” 

— John  J.  Anonymous. 


MAY,  1934 


fifteen 


/Maternity  Ward 


“Inflation  — Bah!” 


Jills  may  come  and  jills  may  go 
And  babies’  feet  will  patter. 
What  is  life  without  a wife 
Brother  can  you  spare  a dime? 


BRING  BACK  DEPRESSION 
by  the  old  Maestro  of  Passion  and  Opium  Eater, 

E.  Allan  Moe 

While  recovery  around  the  corner  awaits  the 
change  of  the  traffic  light,  and  in  view  of  its  hesi- 
tancy, we  offer  solution  to  the  economic  situation. 
Now  that  prosperity  is  here  and  the  uncouth  blue 
eagle  has  scratched  up  the  highly  polished  desks  of 
the  capitalists  we  are  more  dissatisfied  than  ever. 

Lest  we  be  acused  of  plagarism,  let  it  be  con- 
fessed that  our  opium  eater,  and  dreamer,  has  had 
some  of  his  most  pleasant  interludes  of  unconscious- 
ness (with  no  drug  other  than  the  lecture  necessary) 
during  the  LECTURES  on  economics  by  DOCTOR 
CAROTHERS,  and  has  been,  therefore,  spared  the 
absorption  of  the  harangued  messages. 

It  has  been  said  that  if  all  the  economic  profs 
were  laid  end  to  end  we  would  have  a prosperity 
second  to  none  as  well  as  a much  purer  atmosphere; 
to  which  we  add  that  if  the  so-called  administration 
at  Washington  (including  .00001  batting  average 
RUSE-velt)  were  laid  among  them  it  would  be  a 
case  of  extreme  cruelty  to  animals  and  possibly  an 
unwavering  price  level.  But  in  consideration  of  the 
fact  that  the  Economists  were  responsible  for  the  de- 
pression and  that  the  aforementioned  ball  players 
in  Washington  kept  the  depressing  wave  circulating 
as  long  as  possible,  the  Burr  takes  the  initiative  in 
sponsoring  (no  politics  at  Lehigh  now,  — much) 
the  control  of  Eco  profs  and  Senators,  with  the  bat- 
tle cry  of  “more  unemployment  means  less  work  — 
less  work  means  more  leisure  with  which  to  study 
the  situation,”  and  this  latter  is  the  greatest  progress 
that  has  been  made  as  yet,  but  unfortunately  to  no 
avail.  However,  we  express  the  confidence  of  the 
“latest  deal  that  with  more  of  the  study  and  ex- 
periments going  on  at  Washington  we  will  be  able 
to  produce  a depression  that  will  be  worth  bragging 
about  for  the  rest  of  our  days,  and  some  of  our 
nites. 


Twas  dusk,  and  night  was  falling  fast.  The  man 
was  in  a hurry  to  finish  mowing  his  lawn  before  it 
grew  too  dark  to  see.  Suddenly  he  spied  a darker 
patch  over  to  the  right  that  he  thought  to  be  uncut 
grass.  Quickly  propelling  his  mower  to  the  spot,  he 
stumbled  and  fell  down  a well.  Aha!  He  couldn’t 
tell  his  grass  from  a hole  in  the  ground. 
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POEMS  FOR  THE  BACKROOM  BOYS 


Thirty  days  hath  November 
All  the  rest  I can't  remember. 

If  you  think  I’m  being  silly 
You  should  see  my  Brother  Fred. 

• 

With  me 

A vote  of  thanks 
Ranks. 

But  remember 
There  is  no  onus 
Attached  to  a bonus. 

O 

Books  are  read. 

Singers  are  blue. 

If  you've  read  this  far 
You  might  as  well  finish. 


Jills  may  come  and  jills  may  go 
The  good  Lord  sees  to  the  latter. 

When  Houseparty  cometh 
Can  Spring  be  far  behind? 

The  humming  bird  now  hummeth 
The  bee  now  seeks  his  kind. 

The  song  of  the  siren  is  heard  in 
the  land 

1 he  artist  seeks  out  his  retreat 
And  girls  and  boys  now  choose 
their  toys 

For  the  game  that  can’t  be  beat. 


Love,  the  stars,  two  doves,  and 
kisses. 

Honeymoons,  romance. 

All  these  our  youth  now  gladly 
misses 

For  Sally  Rand's  fan  dance. 


Economic  questions  often  vex 
The  rank  and  file  of  men. 

But  uppermost  in  my  mind  now 
Is  cash,  how  much  and  when. 


“Come  on  over,  we're  having  a Bull  - Session.” 

— Ski-U-Mah 
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Currazy  Burrowings 


“You  hoid  me — no  more  gin  tonight.  Do  yer 
wanna  grow  up  and  be  a college  publication  man? 

— Georgia  Tech  Yellow  Jacket 


Her:  “You  ain’t  no  gentleman." 

Him:  “ You  ain  t no  blonde. 

— The  Log 


THE  COURTSHIP  OF  LORD  CHESTERFIELD 

Lord  Chest  was  on  his  bended  knee; 

The  girl  was  wane  and  pale. 

He  looked  into  her  large  blue  eyes 
And  asked,  “Do  you  inhale?" 

The  girl  replied  with  voice  so  smoo  th 
That  Chesty  heaved  a sigh, 

“Well  Chesty  boy  ol“  boy  ol“  boy, 

You’re  mild  but  satisfy." 

— M.l.T.  Voo  Doo 

Host — “There  are  my  Grandma’s  ashes  over 
there. 

Guest — "O,  so  the  poor  soul  has  passed  on?" 
Host — No,  she  s just  too  lazy  to  look  for  the 
ash  tray." 

— Log 


Small  Boy:  "Maw  and  Paw  had  an  awful  time 
getting  married.  Maw  wouldn’t  marry  Paw  when  he 
was  drunk,  and  Paw  wouldn  t marry  Maw  when  he 
was  sober." 

— Drexerd 


Timid  Wife  (to  husband  who  has  fallen  asleep 
at  the  wheel):  “I  don’t  mean  to  dictate  to  you, 

George,  but  isn  t that  billboard  coming  at  us  aw- 
fully fast?” 

— Red  Cat 


The  inside  info  reaches  us  that  when  Eddie  Can- 
tor tried  to  lead  Mae  West  into  a Carioca  she  gave 
him  a bust  in  the  eye. 

Exchange 


Sigma  Chi  (appearing  with  date  at  hotel  for 
dancing) — Is  this  a respectable  place? 

Head  Waiter — Yes,  but  come  on  in,  anyhow. 

— Voo  Doo 


TRUE  LOVE 


The  davenport  held  the  twain, 

Fair  damsel  and  her  ardent  swain,  Heandshe; 
But  then,  a step  upon  the  stair! 

And  father  finds  them  sitting  there. 

He  and  She. 

— Yellow  Jacket 


EXCUSE  IT 

"Daughter,  is  that  young  man  down  there  yet? 
“Damn  right,  I am.  What  s it  to  you?" 

— Punch  Bowl 

SUMMARY 


“My  sweetheart,"  he  sighed 
“Is  delicious." 

And  he  swore 
By  all  the  skies 
To 
Be 

True. 

"My  bride,”  he  sighed 
“Is  capricious." 

And  he  swore 
By  all  the  skies 
To 
Be 

True. 

"My  wife,"  he  sighed, 

“Is  suspicious.” 

And  he  swore 

By 

All 

The 

Skies. 

— Showme 


There  are  three  classes  of  women:  the  intellec 
tuals,  the  beautiful,  and  the  majority. 

— Blue  Gator 


All  petting  parties  are  dress  up  affairs. 

— Rammer- Jammer 
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— Esquire 

“ But  Lawrence,  everybody’s  dying  to  hear  you  sing  ‘The  Last  Roundup’.” 


— Widow- 
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“Not  one  of  you  guys  is  leaving  here  until  you  learn  to  march!” 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


Clothes  For  A Week-end  in  the  Country 


These  are  the  kind  of 
country  clothes  in  which 
which  you  can  come  back 
to  town  without  feeling 
that  you  ought  to  take  to 
the  dark  alleys.  The  suit 
is  a three-button  notch  la- 
pel model  of  lovat  tweed, 
with  a soft  roll  to  the  front 
of  the  jacket,  giving  a 
natural  set  at  the  second 
button.  Note  the  large 
patch  pockets  and  the 
heavy  stitching  on  both 
pockets  and  lapels.  The 
patch  pockets  mark  the 
suit  as  being  definitely  for 
country  wear,  and  make 
the  jacket  suitable  for 
wear  with  odd  colored 
slacks.  For  that  matter, 
the  trousers  of  this  suit 
will  serve  equally  well  as 
slacks  for  wear  with  odd 
jackets.  The  waistcoat,  in 
this  instance,  is  of  cream 
color  flannel  doeskin  — 
correct  for  riding  and 
very  effective,  in  this  com- 
bination for  general  coun- 
try wear.  The  bold  check- 
ed flannel  shirt  is  a prime 
favorite  of  the  moment 
with  well  dressed  sports- 
men and,  to  avoid  an 


overdose  of  pattern,  calls 
for  a solid  color  tie  like 
that  of  bottle  green  which 
is  shown  in  the  sketch. 
The  brown  snap  brim  hat 
is  preferable,  because  of 
the  somewhat  dressed  up 
character  of  the  outfit  as 
a whole,  to  the  telescope 
type  of  hat  which  is  now 
considered  smart  for  gen- 
eral knockabout  country 
usage.  The  blucher  front 
shoes  are  of  brown  buck- 
skin, with  leather  soles 
and  heels.  The  topcoat 
could  be  of  either  tweed 
or  Shetland,  with  the  lat- 
ter having  the  edge  for 
looks  and  a fine  luxuriant 
feel,  while  the  former  is 
better  from  the  standpoint 
of  long  run  serviceability. 
In  case  a tattersall  vest 
were  substituted  for  the 
plain  one  shown  here,  a 
solid  color  flannel  shirt 
should  be  worn.  This 
would  also  be  true  in  case 
tattersall  slacks  were  the 
odd  trouser  choice  with 
this  jacket.  Substitution 
of  an  odd  jacket,  if  loud 
in  pattern,  would  call  for 
a solid  color  shirt. 
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A DRAMA  IN  SIX  SCENES 


Scene  I 

Locale:  A restaurant. 

Zilch:  Hey,  waiter,  there’s  a 

fly  in  my  soup. 

Waiter:  Only  one?  Must  be 
that  new  code  they  signed. 

• 

Scene  2 

Locale:  A restaurant. 

Zilch:  Hey,  waiter,  there  s a fly 
in  my  soup. 

Waiter:  Whaddya  expect  for  a 
dime — humming  birds? 

• 

Scene  3 

Locale:  A restaurant. 

Zilch:  Hey,  waiter,  there’s  a fly 
in  my  soup. 

Waiter:  Keep  your  eye  on  it — 
maybe  a trout  11  come  to  the  sur- 
face. 


Scene  4 

Locale:  A restaurant. 

Zilch:  (he’s  getting  used  to  it 
by  now)  Hey,  waiter,  there’s  a fly 
in  my  soup. 

Waiter:  That’s  all  right  — we 
don’t  charge  extra  for  it. 

• 

Scene  5 

Locale:  Still  a restaurant. 

Zilch:  Waiter,  there’s  a fly  in 
my  soup. 

Waiter:  I told  that  chef  not  to 
leave  his  pants  around  the  kit- 
chen. 

• 

Scene  6 

Locale:  A restaurant. 

Zilch:  Waiter,  there’s  a fly  in 
my  soup. 

Waiter:  I’m  sorry  sir — I’ll  bring 
you  another  order  immediately. 

(Zilch  drops  dead) 

Curtain 

— Jester 


Jills  may  come  and  jills  may  go 
Whoops  my  deah,  houseparty’s 
heah ! 

• 

"Where’s  your  knife  dope?’ 

"On  my  watch  chain,  nitwit." 
"Where’s  your  watch  chain,  stu- 
pid? 

"On  my  watch,  musclehead." 
"Whereinhell  is  your  watch,  minus 
brain  ?” 

"I  dunno. ” 

• 

A peculiar  guy  from  Goshen 
Got  the  idea  he’d  swim  the  ocean 
When  half  way  across 
He  was  thrown  for  a loss 
And  died  from  super  emotion. 

• 

Shakespeare:  "How’s  your 

drama? 

Wicherley:  Fine,  how's  your 

dranpa." 

— Widow 


They  had  been  sitting  in  the 
swing  in  the  moonlight,  alone.  No 
word  broke  the  stillness  for  half 
an  hour,  until — 

"Suppose  you  had  money, 
she  said,  "what  would  you  do?" 

He  threw  out  his  chest  in  all  the 
glory  of  young  manhood. 

“I  d travel!  he  said. 

He  felt  her  warm  young  hand 
slide  into  his.  When  he  looked  up, 
she  had  gone. 

In  his  hand  lay  a nickel. 

— Exchange 

Prom-trotter  Dot  had  maids  and 
bearers. 

And  nose  turned  high  to  all  way- 
farers, 

Had  a date  with  Biff 
But  things  went  phfff. 

No  hits,  no  runs,  no  errors. 

— Juggler 
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One:  Who  is  that  dame  1 saw  you  with  the  other 
night  ? 

Deux:  She’s  a World’s  Fair  girl. 

1 : Huh? 

2 : It  takes  a century  to  make  any  progress. 

— Dirge 

A man’s  character  is  judged  by  what  he  stands 
for,  a woman  by  how  much. 

Texas  Ranger 


CHILD:  “God  gives  us  our  daily  bread,  doesn  t 
He  Mamma?’’ 

MOTHER:  Yes,  dear.’’ 

CHILD:  And  Santa  Claus  brings  the  presents?’ 
MOTHER:  "Yes,  dear. 

CHILD:  “And  the  stork  brings  the  babies? 
MOTHER:  “Yes,  dear.” 

CHILD:  "Then,  tell  me,  Mamma,  just  what  is  the 
use  of  having  Papa  hang  around?” 

— Arizona  Kitty-Kat 
— Sun  Dial 


• 

Broken  Down  Co-ed:  "Say,  I’ve  lost  my  heel: 
Prom  Chairman:  “Well,  what  the  hell  do  you 
think  I am,  a gigolo?” 

• 

“Mamma,  can  I go  out  to  play?” 

"What,  with  all  those  holes  in  your  pants? 

“No,  mamma,  with  the  little  boy  next  door. 

— Bison 


“Who’s  that  awful-lookin  femme  in  blue  over 
there  by  the  orchestra? 

“That's  my  aunt.” 

"Oh,  I don’t  mean  her.  I mean  that  horrible  one 
who  looks  as  if  she  had  on  a fake  face. 

“She’  s my  sister. 

“Boy,  she  sure  can  dance. 

— Pointer 
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Jills  may  come  and  jills  may  go 
My  God!  does  this  go  on  forever? 


Safeguard  Your  Health 


Use 


MOWRER’S  MILK 


Phone  2687 


Hail  Lehigh 

We  invite  you  to  make 
yourself  at  home  in  our 
stores  . . . Today  as  a 
college  man  and  tomor- 
row at  a professional 
man. 

Edwin  H.  Young 

Drug  Stores,  Inc. 

BROAD  and  MAIN  STREETS 

310  WEST  BROAD  STREET 

WEST  4th  STREET  and  BRODWAY 

"It’s  a Pleasure  to  Buy 
at  Young’s 


Doctor  (attending  patient  who  had  swallowed  a 
half  dollar)  : “H  ow  is  the  boy  today?’’ 

Anxious  Mother:  "No  change  yet. 

— Rammer- Jammer 

• 

"A  woman's  physical  charms  are  her  chief  wea- 
pons in  the  battle  of  love. 

"Well,  one  thing  is  sure.  You  will  never  be  ar- 
rested, dearie,  for  carrying  concealed  weapons.” 

• 

Max — "Where  are  you  working  these  days?” 

Climax — "Over  at  the  Maternity  Ward." 

Max — "How  is  it?” 

Climax — "Oh,  they  just  about  kid  the  life  out 
of  me.” 

• 

DRUNK  (to  splendidly  uniformed  bystander): 
"Shay,  call  me  a cab,  willya? 

SPLENDIDLY  UNIFORMED  BYSTANDER: 

"My  good  man,  1 am  not  the  doorman,  1 am  a naval 
officer." 

DRUNK:  "Awright,  then  call  me  a boat.  1 gotta 
get  hime.” 

— Panth  er 


Have 

You 

Heard 

“MICKEY 

MOUSE” 

Tell 
You 
Where 
You  Can 
Get  a 

Mixologist 

For  Your 
Private  Parties 
or  Dances 


HE  WILL  TELL  YOU  IT  IS  HIS  FRIEND 

JOHN  “BUCK”  McGINLEY 


DAY  or  NIGHT 
SERVICES 
PHONE  7278 


1050  MORAVIAN  ST. 
FOUNTAIN  HILL 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 
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A drunk  stood  in  the  lobby  of  a skyscraper  and 
asked  everyone  who  entered  the  elevator  where  they 
were  going.  No  one  seemed  to  answer  him.  Finally 
a young  man  came  along. 

"Where  ya  goin’?”  muttered  the  drunk. 

“Up  on  the  roof,”  replied  the  stranger. 

“Mind  f 1 come  long? 

“Not  at  all,  not  at  all.” 

They  entered  the  elevator  and  a few  moments 
later  stepped  out  on  the  roof  of  the  building,  some 
hundred  or  more  stories  high. 

“Where  ya  goin’  now?”  piped  the  inebriate. 

“I’m  going  to  jump  off  the  roof,”  said  the  other. 

“Mind  f 1 come  long?” 

“Not  at  all,  not  at  all.” 

The  stranger  went  to  the  edge,  poised  a moment 
then  jumped  off.  The  drunk  regarded  the  disappear- 
ing figure  a few  seconds,  then  jumped,  too.  Three- 
fourts  of  the  way  down  the  stranger  suddenly 
opened  a parachute  and  began  a more  leisurely 
descent. 

At  the  sixtieth  story  the  drunk  came  hurlting  by  at 
a terrific  speed.  Scornfully,  he  turned  and  blurted: 
“Sissy !” 

— Exchange 


“Hello,  is  this  Mr.  Goldfarb?” 

“Yes.” 

“This  is  Mr.  Schneck  s office.  Will  you  please 
hold  the  wire?  ” 

( Pause. ) 

" Hello,  is  this  Mr.  Goldfarb?” 

“Y  es.” 

“This  is  Mr.  Schneck  s private  secretary.  Hold 
the  line  a minte,  please. 

(Pause. ) 

“Hello,  is  this  Goldfarb?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  this  is  Schneck.  Goldfarb,  you  stink! 


Jills  may  come  and  jills  may  go 
But  as  far  as  Gertrude  Stein  and 
Ogden  Nash  are  concerned  let 
it  never  be  reported  that  these 
two  personnages  have  had  a 
hand  in  the  composition  of  this 
verse  (werse),  for  they  have 
not. 


"We’re  telling  YOU  about 


FINDING  a pipe  tobacco  that’s 
just  right  is  about  as  easy  as 
picking  a perfect  wife.  We  haven’t 
found  the  wife  yet — but  our  tobacco 
search  is  over. 


“It  wasn’t  easy.  We  ran  the  gamut  first— tobaccos 
so  strong  they  sent  our  heads  spinning,  tobaccos  so 
mild  you  didn’t  even  know  you  were  smoking. 

“And  then  we  found  it!  Ah,  what  a tobacco!  Edge- 
worth!  Mild— but  not  flat  and  tasteless.  Rather  a rich, 
full-bodied,  flavorful  kind  of  mildness  ...  Yes,  we 
know  our  tobaccos.  And  we’re  telling  YOU!” 


Ill 


Edgeworth,  gentlemen,  is  made  from  the  tenderest 
leaves  of  the  Burley  plant.  And  it’s  skilfully  blended  to 
bring  out  the  rich,  savory  flavor  that  is  found  only  in 
Edgeworth.  Also,  you  will  find  Edgeworth  lasts  longer. 


Ask  for  Edgeworth  Ready-Rubbed  or  Edgeworth  in  Slice  form. 
15i  pocket  package  to  pound  humidor  tin.  Several  sizes  in 
vacuum  packed  tins.  In  these  airtight  tins  the  tobacco  retains 
its  freshness  in  any  climate.  Edgeworth  is  made  and  guaranteed 
by  Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.,  Tobacconists  since  1877. 


EDGEWORTH 


MADE  FROM  THE 
MILD  EST  PIPE  TOBACCO 
THAT  GROWS 


SMOKING  TOBACCO 


A 


ELECTRIC 
LAUNDRY  CO. 

PHONE  36 

We  Use  Ivory  Soap  Exclusively 


Morris  G.  Snyder 

Distinctive  Merchant  Tailoring 

Broad  and  New  Streets  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Walbert  & Burlingame 

PLUMBING  and  HEATING 


They  had  been  sitting  in  the  swing  in  the  moon- 
light, alone.  No  word  broke  the  stillness  for  half  an 
hour,  until — 

"Suppose  you  had  money,”  she  said,  “what  would 
you  do?” 

He  threw  out  his  chest  in  all  the  glory  of  young 
manhood. 

“I’d  travel!”  he  said. 

He  felt  her  warm  young  hand  slide  into  his. 
A hen  he  looked  up,  she  had  gone. 

In  his  hand  lay  a nickel. 

• 

"What  a date  I had  last  night.  My  babe  had  the 
lowest  cut  dress  I've  ever  seen." 

“Muslin  ? ” 

"No.  She  said  she  was  tired.” 

She— ‘"Do  you  know  what  good  clean  fun  is?” 

He — “I’ll  bite — what  good  is  it?” 

Shay,  y know  that  wooden  Indian  down  in  front 
of  Jack’s  shigar-stor  ? ” 

“Y  eh,  sure  I do.” 

“Well,  he  dunno  you.” 

Mary — "Have  a good  time  last  night?” 

Sarry — " Yah,  but  take  my  advice,  and  never  slap 
a fellaw  when  he’s  chewing  tobacco.” 

• 

A man  was  discovered  by  his  wife  one  night  stand- 
ing over  his  baby’s  crib.  Silently  she  watched  him. 
As  he  stood  looking  down  at  the  sleeping  infant, 
she  saw  in  his  face  a mixture  of  emotions — rapture, 
doubt,  despair,  admiration,  ecstasy,  incredulity. 
Touched  and  wondering  alike  at  this  unusual  par- 
ental attitude  and  the  conflicting  emotions,  the  wife 
with  eyes  glistening  arose  and  slipped  her  arms 
around  him. 

“A  penny  for  your  thoughts,”  she  said  in  a voice 
tremulous.  He  blurted  them  out: 

For  the  life  of  me,  1 can’t  see  how  anybody  can 
make  a crib  like  that  for  three  forty-nine.” 
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A COOLING  SYSTEM 
FOR  CIGARETTES 


Adopt  the  system  of  eating  one  Life 
Saver  after  each  cigarette.  See  how 
much  cooler  your  mouth  stays! 


IF  IT  HASN’T  A HOLE IT  ISN’T  A LIFE  SAVER! 


Serfass  Cafe 

229  BROADWAY  REFRESHMENTS 

We’re  new,  but  we’re  good — be  convinced! 


Earl  H.  Gier 

JEWELER 

129  West  Fourth  Street  Bethlehem 

(NEXT  TO  POST  OFFICE) 


ON  THE  TRACK 

Yes,  I changed  colleges  because  I never  did  like 
engineers — they  leave  blueprints  on  your  neck. 

— Rice  Owl 


E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

OFFICERS 

FREDERICK  A.  HEIM  President 

D.  H.  BRILLHART Vice-President 

C.  H.  GREEN Vice  President 

DUDLEY  C.  RYMAN Secretary  and  Treasurer 

C.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Jr. Ass’t  Sec.  Treas. 

E.  D.  MILL Title  Officer 

W.  J.  TOOHEY  Trust  Officer 

W.  H.  FELKER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

B.  C.  HOFFNER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

HERBERT  J.  HARTZOG  Counsel 


The  demure  young  bride,  a trifle  pale,  her  lips  set 
in  a tremulous  smile,  slowly  stepped  down  the  long 
church  aisle,  clinging  to  the  arm  of  her  father. 

As  she  reached  the  low  platform  before  the  altar, 
her  slippered  foot  brushed  a potted  flower,  upsetting 
it.  She  looked  at  the  spilled  dirt  gravely,  and  then 
raised  her  child-like  eyes  to  the  sedate  face  of  the 
old  minister. 

"1  hat’s  a hell  of  a place  to  put  a lilly,  she  said. 

• 

BEING  FOLLOWED 

An  Englishman  was  on  his  first  visit  her.  While 
driving  along  he  saw  a sign  that  said:  “Go  slow: 
that  means  you.” 

“By  jove,  said  the  Englishman,  “how  did  they 
know  1 was  here? 


Dean — “Know  you?  Why,  1 knew  you  when  your 
mother  got  kicked  out  of  college! 
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I GO  HOME 


Green  and  White  say  Christ- 
mas holiday  begin  twenty  second 
. . everyone  say  go  home  Friday 
afternoon  . . I early  bird  . . 1 
catch  down  . . go  home  Tuesday 
. . Big  train  . . I all  alone  . . man 
walk  down  aisle  . . he  say 

“whoopee  . . 1 say  “whooppee 
. . man  say  “whooppee?”  . . 1 say 
um-umm.  Man  walk  funny  . . I 
walk  nice  . . we  got  platform  . . 
he  show  bottle  . . say  this  pre- 
war stuff  . . 1 say,  yeh,  good  corn 
. . Conductor  yell  “11-brg  Junc- 
tion. 1 get  off  train  . . . 

1 walk  Main  Street  . . people 
say  “Hello  . . 1 say  h-’lo  and 
laugh  . . 1 go  home  . . ring  bell  . . 
Ma  come  door  . . she  look  and 
cry  . . soon  all  cry  . . day  say 
“him  only  twenty  first  . . 1 say 
“1  big  shot  . . president  say  O.  K. 

. . go  home  early”  . . he  show  me 
letter  . . say  delinquent  chemistry 
. . no  pass  . . English  . . no  pass 
all  . . 1 say  him  program  . . tell 
my  courses  . . I laugh  . . Mother 
laugh  . . all  laugh  . . my  Pop  no 
see  joke  . . he  mad  . . . 

1 meet  gang  . . all  say  “how 
college?  . . college  very  good  . . 
all  time  study  . . all  time  date  . . . 

Meet  girl  . . say  “me  big  shot” 
. . In  college  1 much  popular  . . 
all  time  date  Pi  Pi  Pi  . . . she  say 
“what  for  make  funny  noise”  . . 
she  laugh  . . I no  laugh  . . I Zupta 
Stigma  Zupta  . . big  national  . . 
she  say  him  no  national,  him  lo- 
cal” . . she  right  . . 1 mad  I go 
away  .... 

I kiss  mother  . . 1 kiss  all  . . all 
cry  . . say  “study  hard  . . sleep 
much  . . 1 say  “sure  . . 1 do  all 
this”  . . 1 laugh  . . father  look  at 
me  . . he  look  mad  . . 1 say  “good- 
bye . . I catch  train  .... 

— Ohioan 


“ Lovely  Open  House 
you  have  here  ” 

We  Can  Take  It 

“Dear  eacher,  wrote  an  indig- 
nant mother,  “you  must  not 
whack  Tommy.  He  is  a delicate 
child,  and  isn  t used  to  it.  We 
never  hit  him  at  home  except  in 
self-defense.” 

— Log 

• 

Fragile 

A friend  spent  the  night  with  a 
farmer.  The  next  moring  he  ap- 
peared downstairs  with  a black 
eye. 

“H  ow  did  you  get  that?”  asked 
the  farmer  in  surprise. 

“Oh,  1 just  happened  to  fall  in 
the  guest  chamber,  that’s  all,  an- 
swered the  visitor. 

“Gee!  You  didn  t break  it,  did 
you?”  anxiously  inquired  the  far- 
mer. 

— Alabama  Rammer-Jammer 

• 

1 think  it  is  a shame  to  send  all 
those  marines  to  China.  What  w.ll 
they  do  there? 

Kid,  ain  t you  ever  been  out 
with  a marine? 

— Exchange 


W 


SIT  WITH  THE  OTHER 
EXHAUST  PIPE !" 


IT  WAS  always  the  rumble  seat  for 
Ralph  and  his  powerful  pipe.  Why 
will  a man  try  to  save  on  a few  pipe 
cleaners  and  load  up  with  fumy  tobacco? 

Life  can  easily  become  happier  for 
Ralph.  By  putting  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
in  a well-kept  pipe  he  can  ride  up 

front  with  the  driver and  even 

demonstrate  that  he  can  handle  the 
wheel  with  his  left  hand.  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh  is  a mild  mixture  of  Ken- 
tucky Burleys  that  burns  coolly  and 
slowly.  And  it  has  a fragrance  that 
wins  smokers  ....  and  fair  com- 
panions. Try  it.  You  should. 

Brown  & Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.  W-4J. 


SmokingTobacco 

PIPE***  CIGARETTES 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


Send  for  this 

FREE 

BOOKLET 


take  care  , 
yw  pipe 
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Chesterfield 

Mrs  Smith? 


Xes,  thank  you 

Mr  Smith ! 
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